DISSOLVING    VIEWS

below the summit I found what I was hoping to find.
There I could trace a long but shallow trench, much
grown over, and at intervals almost obliterated.

That was undoubtedly the trench hastily dug by
Major Cecil Allanson's gallant party of 6th Gurkhas
and two companies of South Lancashires when they
had climbed up there from " The Farm " during the
night of August the 8th.   They numbered about four
hundred in all, and there they lay till a quarter-past
five on the morning of the 9th.   At four-thirty the
whole crest of Chunuk and Hill Q, were heavily bom-
barded by our cruisers, monitors, and guns upon the
shore.   Striking the sky-line of a summit, such a
bombardment flings up spouts of black smoke and
huge fragments, spreading   fan-shape  like   the ex-
plosions  of volcanoes,  but it is  powerless against
entrenchments on the reverse slope.   At five-sixteen
the bombardment was switched off, and the guns were
silent.   That was the pre-ordained moment for the
assault.   Up the few yards of rocks and grass the
Gurkhas and Lancastrians clambered.   As they rose
over the top, the Turks rushed upon them hand to hand.
Men and officers fell together.   Major Allanson was
wounded*   But the conflict was brief.   The surviving
Turks suddenly turned and fled for life down the steep
slope leading to their shelters in the gullies below.

For a moment Major Allanson and the remains of
his four hundred paused for breath. They were
standing on the saddle between Hill Q, and Chunuk
Bair, and the dead lay thick around them. But far
below, straight in front, lit by the risen sun, like a
white serpent sliding between the purple shores, ran
the sea, the Narrows, the Dardanelles, the one aim and
object of all these battles and sudden deaths. Never
since Xenophon's Ten Thousand cried " The sea !
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